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CHAPTEA VIII.—Continued:

In o fow more mintites they had pass.
ed the breakwnter and wero  gilding
wlowly pnst the wharves lowards (he
landing-stuge,

guddenly Helenn clutched hold of Bas
sil'y nrm.

u) Basil' she whisppered, "“how benu-
tirul=look! Guarding the Lt

{fa turned and followed the directlon
of her glonce,

An enormouns cruelfix, mara_ than lfa
plzn, planted In the gro nd, ‘ross from
thir Jow eliffs on the right for il enters
fnig the horbour Lo s6e,

They watched the symbol In slience

ns the possengers ehattered on ry
¢lde and  gatheréd up thelr rugs and
fiand-bags, _

{jortre elipped his arm  through Hel-

(RN

The remainder wns so vivid and sud-
den UL affected them  powerfully, Thay
wern both people of tho waorld,, lving
in It and enjoying the pleasures of life
that came In (helr wny, i wnas not
ong of those narrow, and even ibred,
young priests with a text for ever on
., n mort of inopporiune eoncors
with nn unplensant favour of
Hig religion and Helsna's
wns too deep apd fibrous o thing for
commaonplaces about It. It dld not con-
tinuully efferveses within nnd break forth
in minute and constant bubbles, losing
all Ith sineerity and beauty by the wvul-
gar wear and tear of n vertal trick,
Hut it was alwnys and for ever with
lifm a transmutlng foree which changed
his lfe esach hour In a way of which
thn nominal bellever has no conception.
A letter he had once written to Hel-
ena during a hollday eompressed all his
bellef, and his joy In his belief, Into a
fow mhort lines, Thus had run the

sineare and simpls statement, unadorned
Ty any effort of lterary groce to glve
fi point and force:—

“Diny biv day as yvour letters coma T gn
on Enylug my prayers for yon, and
with you, in fresh falth and confldence,
You know that I ahsoluzoly trust the
Lord Jesus Christ, who s, T belleve, the
God who made the worlds, and that I
pray to Him continually, relylng on Hin
promises.

Y[ keep on repding nll sides of the
question, a=m your father does also, and
while, admitting all that honest critl.
olsm and sincers Intellestual doubt ecan
teach e, and freely conceding  thoat
there Is no Infallible record In the New
Testament, T grow more and more con-
vineed that the Gospels and Paul's let-
ters relate facts and not Imaginations
or  hailucinations. And , the more
strongly my Intellect  in convinced
po much more does my heart  delight

In love of God, who has given Him-
self for me. How magnificent s that
finale of St John's Gospel! Thomaa

alth unto Him, My Lord and My God.'
And, then, how exquisite I8 the supple-
ment about the manifestation at the lake
slde! Tmagine the skill of the literary
man who invented that! Fancy such a
man existing In A, D. 130 or thereahouts!
T see Mr=. Humphry Ward says ‘It was a
dream which the old man at Ephesus
related, nnd hig dlsciples thought it was
fact! And she |s a lterary personi™

Bo, as the lovers gllded slowly past
the ligh symbol of God’s pain, the wor-
ship in thelr hearts found but little utter-
ance on  their lps, though they wers
deeply touched,

It geemad A good omen to welcome them
tn France.

Spence remalned to look after the lug-
gage and to mee it through the customs,
and the thren others resolved to walk to
the moomsa which they had taken in the
Fauhourg de la Harre, on the steep hill
behind the chateau.

They passad over the rallway line in
the middle of the road, and past the
cafes which cluster around the landing-
stage, Into the guaint market place, with
the great Gothle Cathedral Church of
8t Jacques upon one side. and the ecolos-
sal etatue of Duquesne, surrounded hy
liaskets of spring flowers, In tha center.

Ta Helena Byars that slmple progress
witd one of unalloyed excitement and de-
light. Tho small and wiry soldiers, In
thelr unfamilinr uniforms; an oflficer sip-
pling vermouth In o cafe, with spurs,
aword and heimet shining in the son;
two black priests, with huge furry hats—
all the moving color of the scenasgave
her now and delightful sensationa.

“Tt's all so different!’™ she sald, breath-
lessly.  "'So bright and gay. What Is that
rod thing over the tobacen shop, and that
1itle brass dish over the hair-dresseris?
Think of Walktown or: Salford, now!"

The hnusa in the Faubourg de la Barre
wng kept by a Madame Varnler, who
rpoke English well, and was In the hahit
of letting her rooms to English people.
A Inte dejeuner wars ready for them.

The omelette was a revelation to He-
1ena, and the rognons sautes filled her
with respect for such cooking, but she
was Impatient, navertheless, to be out
and sightsecing.

The vicar was ilred and propozed tno
mtay Indoors with the Spectator, and
Bpenee had some letters to write, so Basll
and Helena went out alone.

“"The vicar and I will meet you at 8"
Epenco safd, 'at the Cnfe des Tribun-
eaux, that big place with the gabled roof,
in tha center of the town. At 6 tha
I'heure verre begina, the time when every-
one goes out for an aperitlf, the appe-
tizar hefora dinnor; afterwards T'll take
sou to dina at tha Pannler a'0Orr. a jolly
1ttle restaurant I know of, and in the
evening we'll go to the Cnalno.'!

Madame Varnier, the patronne, was in
her kitchen sltting-room at the hLottom
of the stalrs, and they looked In through
the hatchwny as they passed to tell her
that they were not dlning Indoors.

On the floor a little girl with pale yel-
ow halr, an engaging button of three,
was playing with a live, rabbit, plump
and mousa-colorad,

"How sweet!" sald Helena, who was in
n mood which made her rendy to appre~
olate everything. "Loolk at the little dar,
Mng with its pet,  TIns baby had the rab-
bit long, Madrme Varnler?"

The  Franchwomnn smiled lavishly,
"Bst-elle gentille 'enfant! heln!. T bring
tha lapin' chez mol from the mognzin

yesterday, Thers wns vory good lapins
yoaterday. I buy when I ean. Je trou-
veral ca plue prudent. Ho |8 for tho

dejeunier of madomoisello to-morrow. I
toke him so''—she ecought up the animal
and sulted the netlon to the word—
I press his throat till his  mouth
and I pour & little’ cognae Into
Il an meurt, and the flesh have
& deliclous flavor from tho cognac!
“How perfectly horrible!' sald FHelenn
a3 they came out into the street and
wialked  down the hill, “Fancy seeing
ong'a luneh nrlive and playing about lke
that, and then killing it with brandy,
too!! What pligs these, Trench people
rrol't = i

Roon . after the cool gloom of St Ramy
erivaloped them, Under the bIg doma they

Imgored for n time, walking from chapel

tnichupel, where nuna wera praying, But
It dulled’ them rafher, and they Yiad' morg
Perdura In the grey .and Gothlo twilight
of Bt Jacques, TIare tha eye wos uplified

: by more noble lines, thare WaA & more

mediaeval and romantle feellng about the
s plnee,

"Wa will comn hera {0 masa on Hun-
dfny." unld Hasll, “I ghnll not go o the
Engluh Church at all, ‘1 never do abroad,
and the vicar agroees with me. You soo
one belonga to (he Catholls Church in
England, In Franen ons belongs to it
tao, The ‘Protestant’ Choreh, s they
call It, with en Fnglish olergyman, ls,
Df‘ course, 4 DHasenting Church here!”

"I ata your polnt,’” yold Helann, “‘though
[ don't know that I qulite agree with it.
But 1 have never bewn to a Homan
Gatholle Chureh in England, and I want
togee gome of the servicds, ‘Bowling down
In the Houss of Rimmeon,! Mr, Philemon
wouwl cull it ot Walktown.'

They turnéd down o nprrow strost of
quiet  houses, and eame’ out on to the
Plige, There were n gond many peoplo
wilking up and down tho great prome-
tnde  from the Casino to the harbor
mauth. An alr of fulness and prosperity
floated round the magnificent  holels
which faged the sen.

It wns o spring sengon, owing to the
unusual mildness of tha weather, and
Dieppe was full of people. The Uazlng
wis opened temporarily after the ling
aleep of the winter, and @ company was
performing there, having come on from
the theatre at Rouen,

“What a curlous change from the
churches and market plocs,” said Helena,
“This Is tremendously smart and fashion-
Lble. How well-dressed every ona Is.
Look at that red-halred woman with tho
furs, This Is being quite in the world
agaln,'

They began a steady walk townrds the
pler and lighthousie. Ths wind wus fresh,
though not troublesome, nnd at five
o'clock, the sun, low in the sky, woas still
bright, and could give hls animaton to
tha ploture.

The two young people amusndg them-
pelves by epeculations about the varied
types of people who passed nnd repassed
them,  Gortre wore o sult of very doark
gray, with a short coat and an ordinnry
tweed cap—=hls holiday sult, he called {t—
and, ‘excopt for his clerical eollar, thers
wan little to show his calling.  Ho was
pleased, with g humorous sense of pro-
prietorship’ o kind of viearlous wvanity,
to notlca the attention and admiration
exelted by the beautiful English glrl at
hls side,

IHelena Byars held her own among the
cosmopolitan crowd of women who walk-
ed on the Plage, Iler beauty was Saxon,
very English, and not of a type that (s
nlways appreciated to its full value on
the Continent, but it shone the more
from Latin contrasts, and could not es-
cape remiark.

Every now and again they turned, at
distances of n quarter of o mlile or so,
and during the recurrence of thelr beat
they began to notlee n person whom they
met several thnes, coming and golng,
He was an enormously blg man, broad
and tall, dressed expensively and with
care, Hix glze alone was sufficient to
mark him out of the usual, taut his pers
sonallty meemed to them no less arrests
Ing and strange.

‘His large, smooth face was - fat,
the, eves small and  brilliant  with
heavy  pouches under  them. His

whole manner was a trifle florid and
Georglan. Basil sald that ha seemed to
belong to the Prince Regent's pariod in
somne subtle way. *I can imagine him on
the lawns ot BHrighton or dining in the
Pavilion:'! he sald, ““Whnat a sensunl, ev.]
face the man has! Of course, It may
mean nothing, though, The Bishop of

. one of the saints of the time, whose
worle on the Gospels |s the most wonder-
ful thing ever done In the way of Chris-
tlan apologetics, has a face like one of
the grotesque devila carved on the roof
of Notre Dame or Lincoln Cathedral,
But this man seems by his face to have
no soul. One ean't feel Ut 15 there, a8 one
does, thank God! with most people.’

“But what an intellect such n man must
have! Look at him now. Look at the
shape of bis head. And besldes, you can
gen It In hls face, desplte its sensuallty
and materfallsm, Ho must be some dig-
tingulshed person. 1 seem to remember
pletures of him, Just lately, too, In the
Ilustrated papers, only [ can't get i
name to them. T'm cerialn he's English,
and some one of Importance

The blg man passed them again with o
auiet and swift glance of apprecintion for
Helenn. He seemed lonely, Basll and
Helena realized that he would hava wel-
comed a chancs word of greeting, some
overture of (rlendship, which is not su
impoasible between English people abroad
—even In adjacent Dieppe—as in our own
country. v

But naither of them responded to the
unspoken wish they felt in the stranger,
They were quite happy with each other,
and presently they saw him light a clgar
and turn into ons of the great hotels,

They discussed the man for a few
minutes—he had made on odd Impression
on them by bhis personality, and then
found that it was time for the rendez-
vous at the Cafe des Tribuneaux

By this time dusk was falling, and the
sen moaned with a certaln melancholy.
But the town began to be brilliant with
electric lights, and the florid Moorish
bullding of the Casino was jeweled every-
where.

They turned away to the left, leaving
the sea behind themn, and, passing through
& narrow street by the government to-
bacco factory, came into the town again,
and, after a short walk, (o the cafe,

The place wes bright and anlmated—
lights, mirrors and gllding, the stir and
movement of the pavement, combined to
make a noyel and attractive picture for
the English gir). The night was not cold,
nnd they sat under the awning at a littla
rpuru:‘l table watching tha merry groups
with interest.,. In o fow minutes after thalr
arrlval they saw Bpence nnd the vicar,
now quite reatored and well, coming to-
wards them, They had forborns to ordar
anything before the arrival ot thelr com-
panions,

The journalist took them under hls wing
at once. It amusad him to be a clcerone
to help them to a feellng of being at
home. Gortro and Mr, Byars had been in
Bwitzerland, and the latter at Ttome on
olle ocenslon, but under the wing of a
bishop's son, who mudes his livellhood
out of personally conducting parlles to
Continental towns of Interest for o fixed
fee. There was llttle freedom In thess
cut-and-drled tours, with' thalr lectures
en route and the very dinners In the
hotel ordered for the tourlsts, and every-
thing so0 arranged that they need not
spoak o word of any forelgn language,

For the vicar, Bpence prescribed n ver-
mouth see} Cortre, o courtesy Invalld,
wan glven n minute glass of aAn amber-
eolored lguld” with quinine tn 1t—"Du-
bounnet' Spence called it and Helonn had
o Blrop of menthe. %

They wera all very happy togather In

the  simple-minded,  Almost  childish
Wiy of  quiet, intellectual  peopla,
Thelr enjoyment of the noyol
llaqueurs, in £ 8 gmall cafo nt

tourist-hauntad Dleppe, wns ns great ns
that of any sybarite at the Hotel Ritn;
in Parls, ov at m rara dinner nt Ciro's, in
Mgnte Carlo.

" Bpenees ordersd an absinthe for himsalf.
"he  viear esemed slightly  perturbed.
Ulan't that  atafe rather  dangerons,
Bpence?' ho sald, shrinking o little from
the glass when the' walter broight it
!'ve heard terrible things of 1t 1

HOL I know,'' Bald | Lthe  journnlist,

laughing, "peopla eall It tha French na-
tloninl vive nnd write tirades ngainst It
Of conren, If [t beeomes noregulne habit,
it Iy dangeroug, and excess in abmlnthe
is warae than modt things But one gliss
rml‘mn now nnd agnin la A wondsrful
gtomachic and positively bensficlal, 1
take one, perhops, five times In & year,
and llke It. But, llke nll good things,
it Is terribly abused both by tha peopls
who use It and those who Aon't'

Hurddenly Helena turnad to Gortra,

'Oh, look, Basill' rhe sald, “Tharn Ix
onr friond of the Plagse—Quinbius Flan-
trin, tha mountaln of flesh, you remember
your Bwift?'"

Tha blg #tranger, now In evaning drass

and n Het o fur eoat, had fust comae Inte
the cafn 1 waon eltting thera with n
elgardlt 14 Pads paper. He neemed

lost |0 sunte =ort of anxious spsculntion—
at least wo It seomed by the drooplng of
tha fotrnal in his mosslve fingers and the
saot expresslon of abstraction which 1in-
gered In hls eyes and spread a vell over
Lis counténanoe.

They had all turned at Halena's excla-
matlon, and looked towards the other slde
of tha cafs, where the man was sitting,

“Why, that's Sir Robert Liswellyn!®
snld Epnnce,

Tha vicar looked up eagerly, ‘“‘Ths
graat authority on the antiquities of the
Holy Land?’ he sald.

“You, that's the man. Thay knlghted
him the other day. He's supposed to bes
the greatest lving authority, you kmow.'

“Iin you know him, then?' asked the
viear.

“Oh, ves'' aald Bpenca; enralessly.
“One knows every one In my trade; I
have to, I've often gona to him for In-
formation when anything wary special
has been discovered. And I havs met
him In clubs and at lectures, or at first
nights nt the theatre. Ile 18 n great play-
gorer,"”

A decent mort of man?’ eald Gortras,
In n tone which ecertainly {mplled a doubt,

Bpenca healtated n moment. "Oh, well,
I supposa 60, he sold, carsleasly, ““Thora
are tales about his prlvats 1ifs, but prob.
ably nqulte untrue. He'a n man of the
world, ag well as a grent echblar, and 1
supposs tha rather unusual esmbination
makes people talk, But he I8 right up at
at the top of the trea—goes everywhers,
and he's Just bean knlghted for his work.
I'll go over and speak to him."”

“If he'll come over,' =mald thas vicar,
hia eyes allght with antleipation and the
hope of a talk with this: famous expert
on tha subjocts nearest his own heart,
"bring him, please. There ia nollilng 1
should like better than a chat with him.
I know his Modern Discoverles and Holy
Writ almost by heart.'

They watelied Sperice go acrons to Sir
Fobert's table. The big man started as
he was spoken to, looked up In surprise,
then smilad with pleasure and extended
a welcoming hand. Bpence sat down be-
eltde him, and they were soon In tho
middle of n brisk eonversation,

“The poor man looked very bored until
Spenca spoke to him,' sald Helena.
her, I'm sure you'll have your wish.
ems glad to have fsoma one to tnlik

She was right. After o minuts or two
the journalist teturned with Liwellyn,
and the flve of them were soon In o full
flood of talk.
“T wns golhg to dine aAlone at my hotel,”
1 the professor, at langth; "but Spenca

¥#& that ha knows of a decent restatur.
ant here, I wonder If vou would let ma
he one of your party? I'm gnite alone In
Dieppe for a couple of days. I'm walting
Tor o friend with whom I am golng to
traval."

“Oh, do ecome, Sir Robert,'
vicar, with manifest pleasure,
golng to ba away from
long?

“T hava leave from the British' Mus-

eum for u year,” said the professor. My
doctor gays that T regulre sbsolute rest,
I am en route for Marseilles and fromn
there ta Alexandria,”
,The Pannler d'Or proved a pleasant
little place, and the dinner wa# excellen:,
The profeszor surprised and then gmuse)
tie: pthers by lils® eriticism of  the
viands. He made the dinner his especial
business, sent for tha cook and had o
ud econvarsation with him, chosg the
winea with extrema care.

His knowledgo of the cullnary art wng
enormous, and he treated it with a kind
of reverence, addressing himself more
particularly to Helenn,

““Yea, Mi=ssa Byarz, you must he most
earcful in the preparation of really good
crayfish soup. This ls excellent. Tha
great secret {s to flavour with a little
lobster spawn and to mix the erumhb ot
a French roll with the stock—white stock
of course—lhefore you add the powdered
shella and anchovins,'

Many times, despite his Impatlenes to
get to deéeper and more congenlol sub-
Jects, the viear smiled at tho purring ot
this gourmet, who seemned to prefer a

eald the
"Are yon
England for

sauce to nn inscription and rlssoles to
resenrch,
But with the &gpecial cofes—covered

with fine yellow foam and sweeteped
with orystals of amber sugar—tha viear's
howh came. Sir Robert Tealized that It
wis Inevitable cod with a half gigh gave
the required opaning.

Onee started, his manner changed utter.
ly. The mask of materialism peeled nway
from hls face, which became youpger,
brighter, as thought animated it, and
new, flner llnes come out upon it as
knowledge poured from  him,

The conversation threatened to ba a
long one. Spence saw that and proposad
to go on to tha Casino with Halenn, leav.
Ing the two olergymen with Llwallyn. Tt
was when they had gone that the trio
settled down completely.”

It resolved ltself nt frist Into o din-
logue between the two elder men, Gortro s
knowledga was too general and supertis
clal on these purely antiguarian matters
to allow him to take much part in it. He
sut slpping his coffes and lstening with
keen attentlon pnd great enjoyment to
this talkk of experts. He had not lked
Llwellyn from the flmst and ‘could not
do 80 even now, but he was forced (o
recognize the enormous Intellectual’ ac-
tivity and power of the hlg, purrlng
cronturg kefore him.

Btep by step the two archaeologists
went over the new discoverles belng mada
in the ground between' the Clty Wall of
Jorusalem and the HIll of "“Jeremloh's
Grotto," They talked of the blus and
purple mosales found on the Mount of
Ollves, of all that hed beon done by
the English and German excavators dur-
ing the past years.

Gradually the dlscusslon becams morg
intlmule and began to touch on great

iasupa, !

Mr. Byars wng In a state of extra-
ordinary  Interest, Hia lknowledge was
wide, and Tiwellyn early ' realized
this, speaking to him as an equal, but
begslde  the  professor's uu-umbr:mmn
achlevements it wns as nothing, The

clergymnan learn something fresh, some
sudden lluminating paint of view, soms
irrndinting fact, ol every moment.

"L suppomn,” Mr, Byars, said at length,
‘ithat the truo sltuatlon of  tha  Holy
Bepulchre s gtill o matter of conslderahbla
Aoubt, Professor, Your yiew would (n-
terest me extremely,"

UMy vlew,' seid Llwellyn, with re-
markablo carnestness, 'and with an em-
phuls whisholett no doubt ahout hilg cons
victlons, s that' the Sepulehre has not
yet lmen’ locatad.' s ¥ 3

“And . your view, la
 couraq, sald Mr, Dyars, '

RICHMOND

authorlintlye, ‘of

i Prosessor howed,
Tt te oA (b may Bett e sadd, “huot
I have no doult upon tho subjeat, The
Chursh of the Holy Sepulolirs s quite
out af tha question, Chere ds really no
hitorlenl  evidopes  for (b beyond n
foollal drenm of the BEmpress pelens, in
A, D, oam The people who ltnow dlsmiss
the traditionn] site nt onee, Of course, (t
In genarally belleved, but o EANNGL ex-
poet the world nt Inrge Lo be cognisant
of¥ the dalng of the authorlties.  Cagnon
MuoColl hins snld tiat the teaditiona site
5 the real one, and a8 his nane Los
never baen ot of the publls eye siuge
what wern oalled “I'he Bulgarian  Atro-
eltlos,” they ars contont to follow his
lead. Then there (s the question of the
second alte, In which o groot miny peo-
ple ‘belleve they have found the  trus
Golgotha and Bepulghre.  "The  Gordon
Tomb,' as It han been called, exclted o

#rent deal of attention at the time of fin |

didcovary, You may remember thit 1
went to Jernsilem on behalf of the Tines
1o Investignte the matter. You moy re-
eollect that I proved bayond dispute thnt
the tomb wns not Jowish at all, but
Indubltatdy  Cheigtinn and  long  eubse
auent to the thne of Christ. As o moatter
of frnet when the tomb. wia excavated
T 1578 {1t wna full of human hones and
the mould of decomposed bodles, and
thers were twno red-painted  crosses
ths walls, The tomb wad closs ta i
Inrge Crusading hosplee, and I have no
doubt that It was used for the hurlal of
pllgrime, Boesldes, my excavatlons proved
that the gecond Celty woall’ must hnve
ineluded the now slte, ko that the gorpel
narrative nt onée demolishes tha new
theory. I embodled twenty-seven other
minor  proofs in  my  lettérs o the
Times also., No. Mr. Byara, my convie-
tion {8 that we are not yet ablo io locate
In any way the position of Golgotha and
the Holy Tomb.'"

“You think that Is to comnl®
Gortre.

“1 feel certnfn,’’ answered the Profes-
#aor, with great dellberation and mean-
Ing—""I feel pertalo that we are on the
¢vn of stupendous digcoveries In this di-
rection,'”

His tones

relgad

wore 8o impressive and =o

.charged with Import that the two clergy-

men looked quickly at each other, It
seemed obvious that Llwellyn was awars
of mome Impending discoveries, He must,
they knew, be In constant touch with all
that was belng done In Falestine, Cu-
riously enough, his words gave each of
them n certeln” sense of chill, of un-
erasiness, Thers seemed to ba something
tehilnd them, something of sinister sug-
gostion, which they ecould not Alvine or
formulate, but merely felt as an actlon
upon tha naryes,

1t was a rare experfence fo sit with the
greatest authority upon o subject, and
hear his views—views which It would be
folly not to accept. Hia knowedge was
po sure and so profound, a sense of power
flowed from him. °

But though both men felt & dim pre-
monltion of what his words might possl-
bly convey, nelther could bring himselt
to o dellbernte question. Nor did Liwellyn
appear to invite it. Durlng the whole of
their tnlic he had sedulously nvolded any
roliglous questions. He had dealt aolaly
with historleal aspects,

His position In the religlous world was
singular. His knowledge of Bib'leal his-
tory was one of Its assats, but he was not
known definitely ag o believer.

His attitude had alwaya besn ahsolutaly

non-committal. He did the work he had
to do without taking sides,
It had become generally understood that
no definite statement of his pwn personal
convictiona wns to be asked or expected
from him.

The genernl conscnsus of oplnlon was
that Sir Robert Llwellyn was not a ba-
llever in the divinity of Christ; but It was
merely an opinlon, nnd hod never been
confirmed by him.

There was rather a tense sllence for a
short time.

The Professor broke (t.

“Let me show vyou,'” he eaid, taking
a gold pencil-case from his pocket, “n
Nttle map which I published at the tima
of the agitatlon about Gordon's Tomb.
I can trace the course of the eity walls
for you.' -

He felt in hls pocket for some paper
on which to make the drawing, and took
out & letter.

Gortre and the viear drew their chalr
closer.

Suddenly a curlous pain shot through
Hasll's head and all his pulses throbbed
violently. He experlenced a terribly fo-
millar sensation—the slck fenr and re-
pulsion of the night before his {llness in
the great library. The aroma of some
utterly evil and abominnble personality
seemed] to come into hils hrain,

For, as he hod looked down @at the
paper on which the great white flngers
were now tracing thin lines, he had aeen,
before Liwellyn turned it over, a firm,
plain signature,- thus:

CONSTANTINE SCHIUABE,

With =omp excuse abait the heat of the
room, ha left It and went out Into the
night. .

His braln was busy with terrible intul-
tiva fornbodings, he seemed to be caught
up-in the fringe of some great net, the
phantoms of hls illness came round him
once maore, the dark alr was thlek with
thelr wings—vaogue, and becouse of that
maora hideous.

He passed the lghted kinsk @t the
Casino entrance with o white, set face,

He was going home to pray,

CHAPTER IX,
INAUGIURATION.

Tt was at Vietorla Station that Basil
sald good-bys to. Helenn, Spence hoad
been back again in London for a. fort-
night. Mr. Byars and his daughfter wera
to go stralght bacle to Manchester the
siime doy, and Gortre wits to' taks pos-
sessfon of his new nuarters in Lincoln's
Inn and enter on his dutles at Bt. Mary’s
without delay.

It hod heen a plensant hollday, they
oll ngreed, as the traln brooght them
up from Newhaven; how pleasant they
had hacdly realized till it was all over.
They had been all brought more intl-

‘| mately togather than sver bafore, Gortra

had - come to know Mr. Brars with fnr
more completeness than had heen possl.
Dble  during thelr busy parcehlal life ut
Wallitown, The elder man's calm and
stendfast haellef, his wils knowledge and
culture, tho Christian sanlty of his life,
wera. never mora manifest than In . the
uninterrupted comumunion of thia time
of rest and plensura.

Hea saw in his future father-in-law auzh
a man ag he himself humbly hoped that
he ‘might become. The Impulslveness nf
an eager youth had toned down into tho
mature judgment of middle age. The en-
thusinsms of lfe's springtime had solidl,
fled Into quiet strengh and, force, nnd
folth and- Intelloct had combined.Into. a
deep and Immoval convietion. And Mr
Byar's was po slmple, childllke naturs
to whom goodness and bellef wern easy,
a natural attribute of the man. Ha was
subtle rather, complex, and tha vietory
over himself had cost him mora than
it costs moat man. Ho much. Gortre ren-
Yzed, and hla lova nnd admiration for
the vicar werse tompered with that Joy-
olis’ awa that ong fine nature ls privil-
eind to foel at the contect with another,

To Holona also this time of holldny
had been very precious, To mark the
fervour. of har. chosen ong, the energy
he threw into Tife, Tove, and Rellglon,
to tind him a man and yol s priest, 1o
follow him In thought to the fvory gales
of his Ideals—these wera hen uplifting
oscupations; and to all It!wsa a8 they
wilked and tallced, lstencd to the musio
at /the Caalng, explored the ancglent’ for-
st and enstle at” Arquos, or knelt with
howerd heads ha the sneriig hell* rane
and 'tha’ priesta moyed about thn altar—
thiese had been the unlted mhond of tho
gront knowledge. and hope they shared
‘together, y

nghtquui.'t"nc':t Bundayd’ | )
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The Hon, nu) Eanger, sherift of Arnim,
replaced his gluss on the bar nnd rolled
i elgnrotte,

+7 he remarked, gravely,
Hla plumb valuable, But sometlmes they
print things which ean't nowisa be tru
and then they print things which Is true,

PWEDALDE

but which nln't Intended ns much, Dut
they'ra plimb  valtalile anyway  von
tnke It :

“We o nin't none lterary and eultlvated
In these parts, axcept tha ayor, which
can handle n branding Iron praeceful and
poetle, and we ain't got much chanco to
eollect any Information which
windering around almiess and un
What wn need all nlong (s a newspapar,
and I'lL ba elght glng and fubllant when
I hear there's one a-coming.

"We've got the outfit for a bang-up
paper, all right, which {8 some rusty and
battered, bhut otherwize good, hut wa
aln't ‘had nobody to run It sinca Naw
Yarlk Smith, which could sling ink swirt
and frivolous sbut which was slow ather-
waye, went out in Sam's place o coupie nf
years ngo. If the man bafors 8mith—
his name being Randall-had only heM on

long enough, this town would sura be cul-

REMIND HON.' BILL SANGER
OF JOURNALISTIC VENTURES
IN ARNIM AND THE RESULTS.

to vemind you nll ahout Red "I'Jmmnfnn.
which trieg to keep twonty-four of the
boya covered while ha baolied out of Som's
placa one nlght, Why, when thoy coma
to plant Hed It took elght men to tote
the colfin—hes wpu carrying so0 much lead
with him. And he was consldered a good

man In these pargs’
The mayor tosted hls lrguor eritical
and  obgerving—the eame belng plumb

strange and unusunl—and he gays, argu-
Ing and persuasive: You mean all right,
Jim, but you ain't got the right iden,
That paper didn't mean that this man
Roosevaelt got the drop on the whala out-
fit sudden and collpetive. 'Mhat wouldn't
ha by no means pozsible. Hae just done
ke Rogers, of tha Circle outilt, when he
wis elected mayor the (lme heforn me—
him baing tho first the town ownad, You
wasn't hers then, which ks indicated hy
your remorks, Rogers wik sure unpopu-
lar with the boys, and even hia friends
wia soma cautlous and cbserving when
they was in hia vieimity. e wasn't a
bed mnn according to hig lights, Lut ha
surn was {rieky and Impulsive, and when
he cut looBa with his hardwars he always
got eomething. Somptimes It was the

Jackson, tleklng  Jhn' under the chin
with o nine-ineh barral, ‘yan wouldn'e
aver say anyihing different from wiee
you bolleve, would sou, Jim?

U ENot me,t miys Jim, impressive and
golemn, "you know me hetter than that '

‘50 M Beecnuse,! says old man, Jackson,
smiling anad pollte, ‘they say that talking
ton much makea sgoma peopla  1dllous,
Why, it might maka you sick, Tim! Tist
think of that! Why, Jim, you might
oven go pass out, sudden and unaxpectsd.

“Well, Jim he lopes off and old man
Jaclkson he catches up with the rast of
tha hoya and talks to them all that
wiy. Thera wnsn't anybody working
for him that epread naws around gen-
oral and promiscunns nfter that, And
averybody got along fine'

‘' ‘Meaning, which? nsks Hicks, plumb
rudae and disngreenble,

“"Meaning! replles tha mayor, zlow
and pointed, 'that this hera HRoosavelt
person mny hayve met up with [Hoeera
or old man Jackson and learnad their
methods, T allow he performed accord-
ing to schedule.”

“Thon Hicks he says he don't helieva
that Rogers, Roosevelt and  Jackson
ever performed nas related, and that tha

m
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tivated and knowing by this time. His
st¥le was some high class and dignifie(l
for these parts, but he knew politics like
he dild his private deck, and he conld fan
hia guns spoedy and effielent. And the

paper he got out kept things woke up
fine,
“Opa day me angd the mayor and g

lunger nomed Norton, which had eome 1o

Arnim  just previous, was standing in
Sam’s plice, when the mavor he got 1o

talking about what a troubla it waa to
keep cultivated In this hero town., ‘Ban-
dudl ain't s0 had,’ =ays the mnyor, 'but
he ail't geniol enough. ¥e's got hiy
views, and there ain't nobody telling him
nathing.  What we want {8 somebody
which can write loose and ecasy, so a8 to
guit most everybondy, Of cours there's
some of the boys which wouldn't be suit-
el roway, but the lnw-abiding citizenz of
this town wouldn't stand for ne declded
expressiona of thelr views)!

“The lunger he looks pleased and an-
ticlpating after the mayor qulta chinnlng,
and ho says, anxlous-llke, ‘I nin't never
wrote for & newspaper, but T belleve [
eould do L. I'm preity well Informed on
political nnd other =ubjects, and it would
ikill time nt any rate,

"Then the mayor he looks solamn and
nllows It would kill thne, awift and eagy,
and just then thersa come & couple of
shots, nimless and disconnected, and then
about p dozen more, mostly continuons.
Tha lunger—tha suame being naw and
skittlsh—fnmped about a foot, hasty and
undignified, nnd when he comes down he
saya, swearing previous and sincers, ‘For
God's sake, whit was that.*

“Tha mayor he gazed regretful and
pathetic at the: fioor, whera the lunger
haa apilled: his Nguer when he jumped,

.and he says, cold ond reproving: ‘Thero

ain't no call for strong language or ex-
cltement. The Arnlm' Weekly Conserva-
tive hag just about come out, and I judge
hy the slgns thet the personal column la
soma pointed and entertalning.'

“ITha lunger dldn't sny nothing, only
reached sort of almless and wandering
for the mayor's gloss of rad-oye, which
was removed sudden and pointed, and
when the boys Lrought In Jim Hieks, of
the bar-clrele radch—hlm that the per-
sonal had been nbout—the lunger falnted
clenn awny, and thera was & lot of
good red lauor slulced around externnal
and careless hefore he come to, And he
didn't sny onything after that about
writing loose and ensy for the boys, even
when Rondall went out sudden ang un-
expectod In his offlee, having shed his
hnedware, casual, and unsuspecling, to
ease his hip,

“I'm remembering, along of thls tolk
alhout newspapers and such, when Boaldy
Wilson, which ia the headquarters for
hordware,and things, come back to town
one tlmo nnd brought o lot of newspapers
to distribute, friendly and impartial, They
was mostly about the Republican conven-
ton round-up in Chleago, it having come
ofl just previous, and [ ain't never maodg
up my mind sinee whether them papars
was deceived or whether they just lled
enEy and unenring,  Anyway, . We Wi
sitting In Sam's place the next doy rem]-
Ing, when Jhm Hicks—the pame which
wig fonned by Randall=jumps up and
gays, loud and racuous: "Ladn't golng to
reitd no mara ofsthat. I'm sure fohd of s
man which cean steeteh hilg tongue smooth
anad entertatning, bub Tain't standing ror
no regular v, Phat paper says this
iy Roosavelt got the dron »n aboul A
thousand, delegnies tothis liery Ttapubh-
Tean  conventlon. round-up—all of  them
belpg dead sct againat him—an! made
them step Lo musle, Shrigle and engoeying,

Thally gure plumb feollshuess, Laln't got
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. REBENTING A SOMEWHAT POINTED AND ENTERTAINING PERSONAL.
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man he went after, hut ilke as not it |mayor ls a lar. When Hicks gets ovt
wie a cayuse or o friend or an innocent |he sivs lhe's going to invesilgity the
speciator—he wias that general and com- | subfect and report. Which s fins.  In-
| prehe ra when he got settled down to | the meantima I'm remuarking agaip that

i his work, Anyway, the boys dldn't lape
around after Rogers.much, and one day
when he got them all in Sam’s plice and
=aid ha thought the town needed o moyor,
and that he'd ba it, they just naturally
wae rude nnd scornful,

“‘Rogers he' dldn't say nothing, nor
argue none, buf the next day ho mot one
of the boys ambling along nlone, and ha
says, handling his armament casunl and
Mippant: “Dill, T wint to tolk to you,
‘eatise I'm sure you've changed your mind
since lnat night, The span of human Iify
is some brief and uncertain, and you ain't
the kind of a man to go out knowing
you aln't dens your duty by your town.
Of course, thera nin’'t no possiblliity of
you're going out sudden angd unexpected,'
he says, prodding Bill in the rlbs, foce-
tious llke, with his forty-four, !'but I
thought I'a just talk to you and ses If
you hadn't reconsldered. I'd llke to be
moyor, Bill," ha says, prodding him su-
perfluous angd familior,, "and I'd mighty
Ilike to hava your vots. Of course, T aln't
g'ing to urge vou none, but 1'd sure like
to sge you come around,'

*Bill he reconsldersd o minute, and
sald’ he guessed he'd coma around all
right, and that there weéren't anybody
he'd: rather see mayor than Rogerg and
Togers ha went olong and had a’ little
tnlk with-another one of tha boys. When
election’ day come nround Hogers was
sura popular, and thersp wasn't nobody
voted against him, none to speak of.”

“The mayor looks at Hlcks, but Ilcks
wns grinning, euarcastis, and annoying,
And the mayor resumes, puilent and lo-

quacious. Says  he, ‘You all haove
heard 'of old man  Jackson, which
wns & BUTA enougkr cow  gaatleman

in his day, but which want out in bad
gradual and unpleasant, befora most of
you drifted to thesa parts. Old man Jecik-
son was a whole lot inorried-thy enma
having begun when he was younyg and
frivolous—and tha boys which worked for
him—thera was elght or rine if 1'm re-
meinbering correct—was plumb edified and
encouraged most every day by the way old
man Jackson clrcled the corral when hig
witea wnf feellng Uke o little diversion.
The old mon dldn't seem to mind tha
boys knowing about these hers lttle dos
mostic ruffles, but when they zot to tallt.
ing to thelr friends frea and entertaining
about the way tho old lady made hlm
step to musle, and how he dodged tha
coffee-pot and flap-jack pan, plumb regu-
lar and ezpert, he got renl peevizh and
Irritated, But he knew these hore cow
gentlemen which worked for him and he
'didn't put up any four 1lush whieh
Feouldn't ba played. -

“4Rut a couple of days after he'd heard
about the wny the boys was talking, ho
meats one of them drigting along by him-
self, and he sald to him, playing with Iis
hardwnre casunl and obsent-llke: ‘Jim,
Mrs, J. s some temperous when pgha's
fenling that woy, aln't she?”

00l eloared his throut o coupla of
times and allowed he hadn't noticed [t
himself, but had heard It sald thoat she
might be o lttle bit incllned that woy,

ot pratty fing, g, don't you think
g0, Jim?" nsks okl man Jacleon, polk-
ing the muezle of his Colt, ensy and
punctunting, agalnat Jim's walstband,

T Bure 18! Aays Jim, plumb en-
thuslnstle and sineere,

MU geamper around some playful and
nmuslng when she's on the warpath,
though, don't 1, Jim?'' says old man
Jackson, nmiable and grinning.

YU sure nover notlced: It aspys Jhn,
enrnast and convinelog,

WAMARAQ 1 can ‘dodge coffes pots and
things plunib cleyer ‘wnd  artistle, can't
ILom?! asks old man Jackson, poking
Jim i tho ribs, Celendly  and intlmata,
with hie sgent sprinkler.

U aln't heand you ever teled," re-
aponds . Jlm, swenting frea and  con-
tinuaus, _ i

WevaAnd, of eourse,’ saya old man

I'dd ba some glad and joyous Iif o news-

paper would setile in theso parts. [Ii's
plumb difficult to keep cultured this
way.!"

(Copyright, 1804, by Irving €. Norwood,)
e e

How Public Money is Squandered
By Postoffice Department,

The entire volume of the publle business
of thae country transmitted through tha
mall,  Ineluding documenis, correspoi-,
dence, cven heavy casca of frelght, auct
as postal cards, postal suppllies, type-t
writers, cancelllng-machines, printing.
presges, eto., Is carried without any com-
pensation, and at an  absolute loss,
amounting, ns experts declare, to §15 (00
i year. No pocounts are kept,

Weekly nawspapers, malled frea 0 the
counties whers pubHshed, constitute an-
other. heavy item of to losg. Other
newspapers and  perlodleals, and meny
wholly undeserving kinds of second-class
matier, are ad for only a fractional
prt of the cost of transmisslon. 'Trons-
portation alone costs six cents a pound,
while the postage rite is one cent. Sacond=
closs  matter constitutes sixty-five per
cent, of the total welght of mals (rans-
ported, while yielding only five per csnt.
of the revenucs. The legltimate rt of
this loss I8 cheerfully borne by the pub-
le, In vlew of the rducatonmd benefits
derlved from the elrculntion of tha publia
prints. But this does not exousn tha il
ure prpoerly to compute and tabulate Lt

The money-onder system ls conducted
At o loss of at least two milllon dollars

a your,
The regiatry eystem would show n great
loss i all pm?ar changos against [t could
be duly debited. :
Rural fres dellvery cunuses a mst loss
of more than fifteen milllons annually.

[t [s probably falr to assume that thas
rates ot postoge on third and fourth class
mitter (books, ete., at one cent for two
ounces, and “merchandlss’ &t one cent
per ounce, as o whaole, cover the aotual
ooat of transmission and delivery, includ-
ing thelr share of genernl expense of ad-
ministration.

This throws the burden of seeking te
mike a proflt upon létter postage plone.
In other words, the writcrs of lelters are
tuxed for the baneflt of tho patrons of
the losing ventures in the exlsting mys-
tnmc.m*rho IIilwn—mm'u suatig: runs the whols
machine—Henry A tla, In Ta T’
Weelkly. : o

‘Da Styleesha Lady,

L inl you w'at, you oughta ses
Carlotta, dat's my givl, w'en sha
Des reex' for lo®uiy., I gupss
You neyvva sea sooch atyleeshness,
Bho gatta ynllow seelkn skire
es look Bo fné you theenk ess wort’
'Hout twanty dollar, mebbe more,
Hef you goln' buy eet een da stors,
Bo, too, she gotte purpln wals'
Dat's troem' weath pratta vellow laosy
An' beegn golda | hrenstn-peen i
Iles steeckin' ondraneat' her cheen,
Ehe walt, my frand! On toppa dat
She gat dn beega rodda hat
Weeth coupla fentha, brighta green,
An' whita rosn est bhytween,
Da redds, whita, green, you sce,
Ees likn fag of Italy!
Hun! w'nt you theonka dat for style?
All yes, my frund, est mak' you smiley
You can esmagine, den, of ma
How prond [ amlle w'en first 1 see,
You ean helleve how proud I feel
Far walkin® gut weeth her: but stoel
I gatth—w'at you call=Ydeestress'
Baycnuse for all dees atyleeshness,
You sse, w'en she ces logk so awest
1 'frald for let her on don- streat,
1 justo 'fesla soara' dnt som®
Reeg reechn man. ees gona conr
An' see how styleeah she can be,
An' steala her awey from me.

=T, A, Daly in Cntholle Standard.

She Looked Him Up.

AMiss Ascum—Dn you really think It'm
possible to find out wha your husband
will ba by consulting & fortune tellar?

Miss Matnohanz—-[ don't: know, hut I
rocently found out who my husband
wouldn't ba by congulting one.

Misa  Asoum-—Really!  Who wan the
fortune teller? : il

‘Mixs, Mninohans—Beudatreot —Philadal=
phia Ledger. 1 ) ity



